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Such is the delusion that we harbour concerning life and men. We
forget the "truth" that Jeeva will die, that everyone will die some
day. Engrossed as I was in the lie of "being alive," my mind
refused to believe the news.
My<friend, Sarma, came in saying: "Have you heard the sorrow-
ful news?" He told me of Jeeva's passing. "Is that so?" I responded,
leaving Sarma somewhat baffled. Without sorrow and show of emo-
tion, regarding it as something that had happened and noting it in
my mind as a fact, I continued writing a story. Another friend who
was with Sarma asked somewhat heatedly: "Aren't you sad, JK?"
"Yes, it is sad. But the sadness has not yet penetrated me," I said.
I went on with my writing.
I saw a bad motion picture in the evening, having been lured in by
the name of Orson Welles. While the film was on, thoughts of Jeeva
flitted across my mind frequently. As I came out of the theatre I
saw posters with a message in black letters: Jeeva is Dead. They
disturbed my mind somewhat.
Next afternoon, at 3.30 P.M., I went to Bhagat House to see the
body. I kept on writing till that time.
When I saw Jeeva's corpse, the people there plunged in sorrow,
my eyes too welled up.
Comrade T. Pandian stood in front of the mike. He spoke. He
wept. His words were such as to deepen the agony in our minds.
Perhaps I might have performed worse, had I been placed in front
of the mike. Whoever did it, it was sheer cruelty. Worse than the
cruelty of death is wailing over death.
Should Communists who are supposed to be knowledgeable
thinkers about the world, about life, and about the relationship
between men, the world, and life allow themselves to be overcome
by primitive exhibitions of sorrow? How should communists view
death? I thought about the problem for the first time that day.
Yes, Jeeva is dead. After his death I heard all and sundry talking
about him. They talk a great deal indeed.
Jeeva's great glory is that he spent the major part of his life in
selfless public service. Ever since he became politically conscious,
he had taken part in numerous social and political campaigns. His
beginnings had been guided by the Gandhian light. He had composed
numerous songs for the social reform movement. (Many of them
were quite good too.) He put into his songs not so much the cool
breeze of poetry but the hot flame of ideas. The world of poetry